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RANDOLPH  TRUST  COMPANY 

RANDOLPH,  MASS. 

We  solicit  your  Savings  and  Checking  Account. 

)0  will  open  a  Savings  Account  in  our  bank.     There  is  no  limit  to 

unt  you  may  deposit.     Interest  received  on  deposits  in  our  Savings 
lent  is  free  from  all  Town  and  State  Taxes.     Depo  ii       raw  interest 
h  day  of  each  month.  will  allow  you  th<  ge  of  a 

I  account.     Pay  your  bills  by  check  for  convenien 

e  Deposit  Boxes  may  be  rented  in  our  vaults  as  low  as 
$3.00  per  year. 
f00  u      ind       ofits  $90,000 
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THE  ORACLE 


There  are  several  High  School 
papers  in  New  England  bearing  the 
name  "Oracle".  Bangor  Maine 
High  School,  Bellows  Falls  Ver- 
mont High  School,  and  Stetson 
High  School,  Randolph,  Massachu- 
setts are  instances. 

The  Class  of  1916  of  Stetson 
High  School,  adopting  Mr.  Chapin's 
persistent  suggestion,  issued  the 
first  Oracle  during  the  latter  part 
of  their  Senior  year.  The  leading 
spirit  in  this  publication  was  Ed- 
ward Roddan,  who  is  now  an  asso- 
ciated press  correspondent,  located 
in  Washington,  D.  C.  Mr.  Roddan 
is  well  known  in  the  newspaper 
world. 

The  first  issue  ranks  as  one  of 
the  very  best  numbers  ever  pub- 
lished. At  first  our  paper  had  no 
cover  design,  the  printed  name 
"Stetson  Oracle"  simply  appearing 
on  the  outside.  The  "Oracle" 
tried  the  experiment  of  bringing 
the  numbers  out  in  newspaper  form 
at  one  time,  hoping  that  it  could 
be  published  more  frequently  and 
with  less  expense.  However,  this 
venture  did  not  meet  with  success 
and  we  returned  to  the  magazine 
form. 

From  1916  every  Senior  Class 
has  issued  from  two  to  six  numbers 
each  year. 

Some  of  the  issues  of  the  Oracle 
have  been  noticeably  elaborate, 
especially  those  published  during 
the  World  War.  At  that  time  an 
effort  was  made  to  print  the  like- 
ness of  every  Stetson  boy  who 
served  his  country. 

Perhaps  the  most  notable  pub- 
lication was  that  in  connection  with 
the  dedication  of  the  new  High 
School  building.  This  building, 
the  amount  and  cost  of  equipment, 
the  name  of  the  architect,  the 
name  of  the  contractor,  the  cost  of 
erection,  and  general  features  of 
the  new  building.  A  remarkable 
thing  in  connection  with  the  dedi- 
cation was  that  the  exercises  were 
postponed,   and  finally  took  place 


upon  a  stormy  evening  with  the 
result  that  the  number  of 
"Oracles"  sold  were  comparatively 
few. 

So  far  as  is  known  there  is  no 
.complete  set  of  the  "Oracle"  in 
existence,  although  Mr.  Albert 
Murphy  has  a  set  that  is  very  near- 
ly complete. 

The  outstanding  difficulty  in  pub- 
lishing the  paper  is,  of  course,  the 
matter  of  expense.  Some  of  the 
issues  have  cost  us  nearly  $300.00, 
which  is  a  very  considerable  sum 
for  us  to  get  together.  Our  sales 
to  subscribers,  inside  and  out,  have 
been  comparatively  small.  Theo- 
retically we  ought  to  sell  at  least 
two  hundred  and  fifty  "Oracles"  to 
pupils  in  the  school — the  sales  are 
actually  fewer  than  that.  We 
should  have  three  hundred  sub- 
scribers among  the  Alumni,  but 
here  again  we  meet  with  disap- 
pointment. With  proper  encourage- 
ment, the  editors  of  the  "Oracle" 
feel  that  they  could  edit  a  paper 
which  would  compare  favorably 
with  any  school  paper  in  the 
country. 

On  the  whole  we  feel  that  the 
History  of  the  Stetson  "Oracle"  is 
creditable,  and  we  are  looking  for- 
ward enthusiastically  to  a  brighter 
and  better  future.    M.  Kent,  '29. 


PERSEVERANCE 


All  the  product  of  human  art  at 
which  we  look  with  wonder,  illus- 
trate the  resistless  force  of  per- 
serverance.  It  is  by  this  that 
quaries  become  pyramids  and  that 
distant  countries  are  united  by 
canals  and  cables.  If  we  were  to 
compare  a  single  stroke  of  the  pick 
axe  with  the  last  result,  we  would 
be  overwhelmed  by  the  sense  of 
their  disproportion.  Yet,  these 
petty  operations,  incessantly  con- 
tinued, in  time  surmount  the 
greatest  difficulties  and  mountains 
are  levelled  and  oceans  traversed 
by  the  slender  forces  of  electricity 
under  the  persevering  efforts  of 
man. 
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FRIEND 


The  word  "Friend"  is  very  much 
abused.  We  speak  of  "lady 
friends"  and  of  "gentleman 
friends",  when  we  really  mean 
passing  acquaintances. 

A  friend  is  one  to  whom  you  may 
turn  your  soul  inside-out  and  if 
there  are  any  imperfections  there, 
he  will  sympathize  with  you  and 
will  give  you  his  most  loving  efforts 
to  take  them  away. 

A  friend  is  one  who  loves  you 
not  so  much  on  account  of  your 
virtues,  but  in  spite  of  your  faults. 
If  you  succeed  to  get  a  hold  on  suc- 
cess, it  pleases  him  as  much  as  if 
these  honors  had  been  bestowed 
upon  himself.  If  fate  deals  you  a 
smash  and  "knocks  you  out",  he  is 
the  first  one  to  rush  to  your  aid  and 
put  you  on  your  feet.  Emerson  has 
said:  "A  friend  is  a  person  with 
whom  I  may  be  sincere.  Before 
him  I  may  think  aloud". 

It  is  hardly  possible  to  be  sincere 
with  your  acquaintances  or  with 
your  enemies.  Before  them  you 
cannot  think  aloud.  If  you  do,  it 
is  your  risk.  If  you  tell  them  of 
your  success,  they  think  you  are 
boasting.  If  you  tell  them  of  your 
troubles,  they  walk  away.  If  you 
ask  them  for  money,  they  are 
broke. 

It  has  been  well  said  by  some- 
one that  if  you  would  have  a 
friend  you  must  be  one. 

A  friend  may  well  be  defined  as : 

The  sunshine  of  calimity. 

The  essence  of  pure  devotion. 

The  ripe  fruit  of  acquaintance- 
ship. 

One  who  understands  our  silence. 

Friendship,  one  soul  in  two 
bodies. 

A  star  of  hope  in  the  cloud  of 
adversity. 

A  volume  of  sympathy  bound  in 
cloth. 

A  diamond  in  the  ring  of  ac- 
quaintance. 

A  safe  in  which  one  can  trust 
anything. 


Friendship  is  the  personification 

of  love  and  help. 
The     jewel      that      shines     the 

brightest  in  the  darkness. 
One  who  considers  my  needs  be- 
fore my  deservings. 
The    link    in    life's    long  chain 

which     bears     the     greatest 

strain. 
The  first  person  who  comes  out 

when    the    whole    world    has 

gone  out. 
One  who  loves  the  truth  and  you, 

and  will  tell  the  truth  in  spite 

of  you. 
The  triple  alliance  of  the  three 

great  powers — love,  sympathy, 

and  help. 


'LET  GEORGE  DO  IT." 


There  is  a  common  expression 
"Let  George  Do  It".  People  stand 
on  the  sidelines  while  players  in 
the  game  do  all  the  exercising. 

In  class  and  in  school,  students 
shirk  their  responsibility  and  "Let 
George  Do  It".  Are  you  one  of 
these?  There  are  certain  obliga- 
tions that  the  school  and  class  feel 
that  each  and  every  student  owes 
to  them.  In  your  class,  for  in- 
stance, what  are  you  doing  to  in- 
sure the  success  of  its  enterprises  ? 
Don't  leave  the  work  to  the  few 
who  are  willing  to  be  the  Georges ! 

Co-operation  is  necessary.  Lend 
your  active  or  at  least  your  moral 
support  to  the  person  responsible 
for  the  success  of  your  school 
paper,  class  plays  or  functions. 
Remember  there  is  more  fun  in  do- 
ing anything  oneself  than  in  watch- 
ing the  work  of  others.  Be  a 
booster!  Even  tho'  you  feel  that 
your  talent  if  meagre — offer  your 
help  in  whatever  measure  you  can. 
There  is  work  for  all,  and  with 
the  support  of  all  of  the  class,  any- 
thing started  can  be  successfully 
finished. 

Let  all  of  us  be  Georges ! 

Dorothy  Higgins,  '29. 
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COME  EASY— GO  EASY 


Come  easy — go  easy.  We  have 
all  heard  this  expression  used  and 
most  of  us  know  that  the  person 
using  it  wishes  to  express  what 
happens  when  people  get  money 
too  easily.  Those  who  are  guilty 
of  using  this  trite  expression  have 
in  mind  the  man  who  earns  money 
easily  and  spends  most  of  it  reck- 
lessly or  they  are  remarking  how 
foolishly  girls  and  boys  spend 
money  which  is  given  to  them  too 
freely.  Come  easy — go  easy — an 
appropriate  way  to  express  the 
condition  of  which  I  have  just 
spoken.  The  money  comes  so 
easily  that  they  fail  to  appreciate 
its  value  and  consequently  fail  to 
be  careful  of  using  it. 

Come  easy — go  easy — may  also 
be  used  to  express  what  sometimes 
happens  in  our  school  work.  We 
learn  our  lessons  well  enough  for 
the  day  on  which  we  recite  them, 
but  we  do  not  put  enough  time  on 
them  to  make  them  a  benefit  to  us 
a  year  or  two  years  from  the  day 
on  which  we  recite  them.  We 
learn  the  lessons  quickly  and 
easily  but  the  subject  matter 
leaves  us  rather  easily  also.  For 
example,  a  student  may  read  "Mill 
on  the  Floss"  by  George  Elliott  for 
a  book  report.  He  may  read  it  in 
a  hasty  "book  report"  manner, 
which  usually  means  that  he  has 
the  facts  concerning  the  story  but 
has  failed  to  appreciate  the  char- 
acters, and  failed  to  discover  the 
author's  philosphy  or  purpose  in 
writing  the  story.  He  has  gained 
nothing  substantial  or  lasting  from 
his  readings ;  he  did  not  get  a  back- 
ground for  further  thought  or 
future  reference  which  the  story 
affords.  It  was  very  easy  to  read 
the  book  hurriedly  but  the  benefits 
of  the  "fast"  reading  were  not 
lasting.  With  a  sufficient  amount 
of  time  spent  on  book  reports,  how- 
ever, we  can  build  into  our  minds 
a  good  background  for  future 
thought,  creative,  useful  thought. 


My  real  object  in  this  essay  is  to 
convince  students  that  they  will 
get  no  more  out  of  a  lesson  than 
they  put  into  it. 

R.  J.  Bradley,  '29. 


CO-OPERATION 


Have  you  one  bright  idea  or  one 
red  hot  inspiration  somewhere 
tucked  away  in  your  mind  which 
is  just  burning  to  get  into  print? 
Do  you  know  of  a  peppy  plot  for 
a  story,  a  good  theme  for  an  essay, 
or  something  in  the  way  of  poetry 
that  is  the  best  yet?  If  so,  let  us 
know,  for  it  may  be  just  the  thing 
that  the  Oracle  is  looking  for. 
Don't  be  bashful,  and  don't  be  sel- 
fish. Let  the  rest  of  the  world 
in  on  the  products  of  your  ability, 
for  no  one  enjoys  anything  good  as 
much  as  we  do.  Patronize  your 
school  paper.  Show  your  School 
Spirit  by  co-operating  to  make 
your  school  publication  the  bigger 
and  better,  because  you  are  a  mem- 
ber of  the  Stetson  High  School. 
Contribute  to  the  Oracle  today. 


WATCH  THE  INFLUENCE 


You  go  through  a  day  of  vary- 
ing experience,  and  everything 
that  touches  your  life — the  words 
you  hear,  the  companions  you  meet 
and  with  whom  you  associate,  the 
friendship  that  warms  your  heart 
— everything  that  touches  you 
leaves  its  mark  on  your  character. 

And  it  is  not  a  mere  passing, 
transient  impression  that  these 
things  and  these  lives  and  exper- 
iences leave  on  your  life.  It  is  per- 
manent work  that  they  do.  Not 
the  great  stones  in  the  massive 
building  are  so  wrought  into  fab- 
rics as  these  impressions  are 
wrought  into  character.  Our  lives 
are  temples  and  everyone  who 
touches  us  is  a  builder.  So  it  is  also 
with  the  influence  we  throw  off  on 
other  lives.  They  make  their  rec- 
ord there  and  it  is  ineffaceable. 
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AN  OPEN  MIND 


To  have  an  open  mind  is  really 
vital  to  success.  We  all  learn  most 
after  we've  left  school.  But  he  who 
will  not  see  the  good  points  in  the 
views  and  practices  of  others  simp- 
ly closes  the  door  to  future  knowl- 
edge. 

Think  of  all  there  is  to  be  known 


in  the  world.  Compare  it  with  what 
you  know.  Big  men  are  broad  and 
open-minded.  The  narrow  man 
deliberately  limits  his  own  chances 
like  the  ostrich  that  buries  his 
head  in  the  sand. 

Consider  cheerfully  suggestions 
from  others,  all  that  you  may  learn 
from  others.  They  may  know  some- 
thing that  you  don't  know. 


31rmt£ttce  J^ap 


Since  the  signing  of  the  Armis- 
tice on  November  11,  1928,  at  the 
conclusion  of  this  great  war  the 
people  of  this  state  and  nation  have 
made  a  practice  of  ceasing  all  work 
for  one  minute  on  that  day.  In 
perfect  silence  they  think  of  the 
supreme  sacrifice  which  those  gal- 
lant young  men  made  on  the  battle- 
fields of  France. 

This  year,  His  Excellency,  Allan 
T.  Fuller,  Governor  of  Massachu- 
setts, issued  a  proclamation  declar- 
ing Armistice  day,  November  11, 
1928,  a  legal  holiday.  Proper  ob- 
servance was  paid  throughout  the 
state  by  the  people,  while  veterans 
of  this  war  returned  once  more  in 
mind  to  the  horrors  the  had  wit- 
nessed. 

Armistice  day  exercises  were 
held  in  Chapin  Hall,  on  November 
9,  1928.  Both  Senior  and  Junior 
high  school  students  listened  with 
awe,  while  veterans  of  the  war  de- 
livered speeches,  telling  of  exper- 
iences both  on  sea  and  on  land. 
The  following  is  a  copy  of  the 
speech  given  by  Commander  Lloyd 
Claff ,  of  the  Lieutenant  Thomas  W. 
Desmond  Post  of  Randolph. 

"On  the  morning  of  May  27, 
1928,  during  intense  shell  fire  he 
walked  up  and  down  his  trench 
encouraging  his  men,  and  by  his 
fearless  example  kept  them  in  high 
spirits.  Shortly  after  dawn  he  was 
killed  by  shell  fire."  This  is  the 
citation    won    by    John     Douglas 


Crawford,  2d  Lieutenant,  killed  in 
action  May  27,  1918. 

Thomas  Whitty  Desmond,  1st 
Lieutenant,  killed  in  action  May  27, 
1918.  His  citation  is  as  follows: 
"For  gallantry  in  action  and  es- 
pecially meritorious  services." 

Charles  Gabriel  Devine,  Ma- 
chinists Mate,  died  in  Naval  Hos- 
pital Great  Lakes. 

Hugh  Alexander  MacDonald, 
Sergeant  Marine  Corps,  died  19th 
of  July,  1918.  Wounds  received  in 
action  on  that  day.  Battle  of 
Soissons. 

Daniel  Joseph  McNeill,  died  No- 
vember, 1918. 

We  honor  these  men  today  for 
their  fearless  courage  and  their 
supreme  sacrifice. 

War  is  not  all  brass  buttons, 
brass  bands,  and  well  fitting  uni- 
forms— by  no  means. 

War  is  a  scourage — the  blackest 
periods  ever  written  into  History 
and  so  we  may  well  rejoice  on 
November  11th,  as  the  day  when 
those  agreements  were  signed 
which  we  hope  will  result  in  a  long 
period  of  peace. 

Just  go  back  with  me  for  a 
moment  ten  years  to  the  days  of 
the  War. 

Picture  yourself  in  a  transport 
nine  or  ten  days  out  of  Newport 
News.  You  have  slept  in  your  uni- 
form by  night  and  itched  in  it  by 
day.  You  would  give  anything  to 
rip   it  off   and   get  into   a  tub   of 
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water.  It  is  six  o'clock  of  a  Sum- 
mer's Sunday  evening.  You  are 
looking  out  over  the  sea  at  a  con- 
voy of  thirty  ships  that  are  steam- 
ing their  way  to  France. 

Suddenly  the  siren  sounds.  A 
submarine  has  been  sighted.  Your 
hands  instinctively  go  to  the 
straps  of  your  life  belt  as  you 
tighten  them  around  you. 

The  whole  ship  is  alive  with 
action.  Great  clouds  of  black 
smoke  belch  from  the  smoke  stacks 
as  half  naked  men  stoke  the  boilers 
below  the  water  line,  working  in 
terrific  heat,  knowing  full  well  that 
no  avenue  of  escape  is  open,  that 
the  next  moment  may  be  their 
last. 

On  deck,  life  boats  are  swung 
out.  Everybody  lines  up  at  the 
rail  and  scans  the  ocean  for  the 
tell-tale  ripple  that  betrays  the 
periscope  of  a  submarine  or  the 
of  a  torpedo. 

You  say  to  yourself,  "Oh,  why 
was  I  ever  born  to  endure  this  fear, 
this  dread." 

Destroyers  rush  madly  by,  drop- 
ping the  death  dealing  ash  can. 
Great  clouds  of  smoke  mingled 
with  sea  water  rise  to  prodijious 
heights  as  these  engines  of  destruc- 
tion explode.  One  is  dropped  so 
near  the  ship  that  it  quivers,  seems 
to  stop,  and  then  forges  onward 
again. 

A  great  cry  goes  up  from  the 
starboard  bow.  "There's  the  tor- 
pedo." Sure  enough,  from  the 
bridge  it  can  be  clearly  seen.  A 
quick  calculation  by  the  navigators 
— a  turn  of  the  engine  inductor. 
Why — why  doesn't  the  ship  re- 
spond? If  it  doesn't  swing  over 
on  the  new  course  we  are  done  for. 
Slowly — oh  how  slowly — the  ship 
swings  over  and  the  torpedo  rushes 
by  the  stern  to  spend  itself  harm- 
lessly in  the  ocean. 

What  a  relief!  But  you  must 
go  on  in  dread  of  this  thing  for 
days  more  before  you  reach  France, 
and  then — what  fate  awaits  you? 

Now  let  us  in  imagination  turn 
to    the    army.    Midnight    in    the 


trenches  —  darkness  —  dampness 
—  mud  —  terrible  odors  —  cold  — 
hunger  —  the  whine  of  shells  as 
they  rush  madly  by.  The  distinc- 
tive rat-tat-tat  of  machine  guns. 
You  are  lying  down  waiting  for  the 
zero  hour.  Word  has  been  passed 
that  at  dawn  a  charge  is  to  be  made 
to  capture  the  enemies'  position. 
You  try  to  turn  to  get  more  com- 
fortable— the  water  trickles  down 
your  neck — your  heels  have  sunk 
in  the  mud.  What  fate  awaits  you 
at  dawn  ?  Will  you  live  to  continue 
on,  or  will  you  pay  the  supreme 
sacrifice,  or  worse  still — will  you  be 
one  of  the  half  dead? 

Today,  26,000  veterans  are  still 
paying  the  price  in  the  hospitals  of 
this  country  so  that  you  may  go  to 
school  unmolested  each  morning. 

The  total  dead  of  all  nations 
numbered  seven  million,  the 
wounded  eighteen  million. 

Do  you  realize  the  awful  sacri- 
fice that  has  been  made  to  make 
this  country  safe  for  Democracy? 

Can  you  picture  the  sufferings, 
the  sacrifices,  the  tribute  exacted 
since  the  Pilgrims  landed  on  these 
shores,  so  that  you  might  enjoy 
the  privileges  of  Free  Government, 
Liberty,  and  a  chance  to  work  out 
your  own  salvation  and  your  hap- 
piness ? 

The  Reverend  Father  Joseph 
Lonergan  of  Illinois  said  recently 
that,  "The  men  who  fell  at  Lexing- 
ton and  Gettysburg,  as  well  as  the 
men  who  fell  in  the  Argoune  did 
not  contribute  their  all  for  a  lan- 
guage, they  did  not  die  for  a  school, 
they  did  not  sacrifice  their  human 
lives  for  social  welfare.  They  made 
their  contribution  to  save  "Lib- 
erty"— the  opportunity  for  every 
human  soul  to  know  that  he  has  an 
equal  chance;  to  exercise  his  fran- 
chise; to  cast  his  vote. 

If,  then,  these  principles  of  Dem- 
ocracy have  been  held  so  great, 
that  men  have  willingly,  yea  glad- 
ly, given  their  lives  that  they 
might  be  preserved,  how  can  you 
or  anyone  take  your  heritage 
lightly  ? 
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If  you  would  keep  Faith  with 
those  who  died  on  Flanders  Field, 
you  must  be  awake  to  your  respon 
sibilities  of  citizenship  as  well  as 
your  privileges.  Democracy  is  not 
safe  today. 

We  are  today  the  World's  great 
creditor  nation.  The  whole  world 
owes  money  to  us. 

We  are  in  direct,  deadly  econ- 
omic competition  with  all  of 
Europe.  The  forces  of  disorgan- 
ization are  within  our  gates,  work- 
ing insidiously  to  gnaw  at  the  vital 
principles  of  our  government; 
quietly  trying  to  accomplish  in 
times  of  Peace  what  they  could  not 
do  by  War. 

The  men  of  Gettysburg,  the  men 
of  1918,  have  carried  on;  they  pass 
on  to  you  the  burden  they  can  no 
longer  carry.  What  is  your 
answer  ? 

All  that  these  men  ask  of  you 
is  that  you  be  not  indifferent  to  the 
principles  for  which  they  fell;  but, 


that  you  "carry  on",  in  peace  times 
be  exercising  and  interest  in  Self 
Government;  by  upholding  and  de- 
fending when  necessary  the  Con- 
stitution of  the  United  States  of 
America;  by  maintaining  law  and 
order;  by  fostering  and  perpetua- 
tion 100%  Americanism;  feeling  a 
sense  of  individual  obligation  to  the 
Community,  State,  and  Nation; 
combating  the  autocracy  of  both 
classes  and  masses;  by  promoting 
peace  and  good-will  on  earth;  by 
safeguarding  and  transmitting  to 
posterity  the  principles  of  Justice, 
Freedom,  and  Democracy;  and  by 
helping  us  who  have  had  the  priv- 
ilege to  serve  our  country  in  time 
of  War  to  preserve  the  memories 
of  gallant  deeds. 

Join  us  in  our  desire  to  conse- 
crate and  sanctify  our  comradeship 
by  our  devotion  to  mutual  helpful- 
ness. 

By  these  means  you  can  KEEP 
FAITH. 


ampres&ton*  of  Niagara 


Virginia,  from  a  window  in  the 
beautiful  Clifton  Hotel,  gazed 
solemnly  at  the  awe — inspiring  and 
renowned  Niagara  Falls.  She 
could  hear  the  constant  roar  of  the 
waters  as  they  descended  over  the 
precipice  and  fell  on  the  moraine 
of  rocks  below. 

The  greatness  of  the  scene  in- 
spired her  so  much,  that  she 
wheeled  about,  took  paper  and  pen 
from  a  nearby  desk,  and,  drawing 
up  a  chair  began  a  letter  in  which 
she  endeavored  to  describe  the 
Falls. 


'Dear 


she  wrote — 


"We  arrived  in  Niagara  today, 
and  have  been  sightseeing  ever 
since.  We  first  viewed  the  Falls 
from  Prospect  Point,  and  at  that 
point  the  waters  were  rushing  over 
the  cataract  only  about  two  feet 


from  where  we  stood.  The  scene 
was  most  impressive,  and  my  first 
sensation  at  sight  of  Niagara,  was 
one  of  wonderment  at  the  scene. 

Later,  we  took  an  elevator,  which 
pierced  the  cliff  and  went  to  the 
foot  of  the  falls. 

Here  one  can  walk  out  on  the 
rocks  to  a  point  directly  in  front 
of  a  portion  of  the  torrent.  How- 
ever, the  mist  which  rises  from  the 
dashing  waters  on  the  rocks  soon 
drove  us  to  shelter. 

While  at  the  foot  of  the  Falls, 
a  beautiful  rainbow,  caused  by  the 
sun  and  mist,  formed  an  arch 
across  the  Falls.  Murmurs  of  ad- 
miration arose  immediately  from 
the  groups  of  people  there. 

On  boarding  the  steamer  "Maid 
o?  Mist",  which  braves  the  strong 
current  of  the  Falls,  all  were  sup- 
plied with  oilskin  slickers  and  hats, 
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in  order  that  the  passengers  might 
protect  themselves  from  the  pene- 
trating mists. 

Whirlpool  Rapids,  which  we 
visited  during  the  afternoon,  are 
about  three  miles  below  the  Falls, 
and  are  no  less  inspiring  than  the 
Falls  themselves.  Here  the  tremen- 
dous current  of  the  Niagara  River 
is  confined  to  a  narrow  passage  be- 
tween the  cliffs  and  as  the  down- 
ward grade  of  the  river  is  abrupt, 
the  water  becomes  a  seething,  rag- 


ing, and  foaming  current. 

It  is  impossible  for  me  to  des- 
cribe the  Falls  justly,  because  the 
beauty  and  vastness  of  this  natural 
wonder  seems  beyond  the  power  of 
human  expression,  but  I  sincerely 
hope  that  I  have  given  you  some 
picture  of  this  great  cataract,  and 
I  know  that  I  shall  never  forget 
the  scene,  and  will  always  look  for- 
ward to  a  return  visit  to  Niagara." 

Dorothy  Higgins,  '29. 


t©f)at  Jmnta  2?rougt)t 


"Hey,  Jackie!     Say,  Jackie!" 

Dave  Collins,  aged  seven,  waited 
until  his  ragged  friend,  a  lad  of  the 
same  age,  had  come  up  to  him  be- 
fore he  asked:  "Say  Jack,  what's 
Santa  a-goin'  to  bring  you  Christ- 
inas? 

"Aw!  grunted  Jack,  "They  ain't 
no  Santa." 

"Ain't  no  Santa!  There  is  too. 
I'll  tell  you  how  I  know,  an'  then 
you'll  believe  me.  You  see,  las' 
Christmas  I  tole  Momma  that  Jim- 
mie  said  there  weren't  no  Santa, 
but  Mom  said  there  was,  an'  I  had 
to  believe  it,  else  I'd  get  no 
presents.  I  asked  her  if  Jimmie 
would,  an'  she  said  'no',  and  he 
didn't  either." 

Jack's  eyes  glittered  as  he 
listened  eagerly  to  his  friend,  but 
his  customary  sullen  expression  re- 
appeared as  soon  as  the  boy  stopped 
speaking. 

"Aw,  they  ain't  none.  Leastwise, 
they  ain't  none  what'll  come  'round 
me!" 

"There  is — say,  what's  the  mat- 
ter with  your  mouth?  Mr.  Brown 
done  it,  huh?" 

He  gazed  pityingly  at  the  ugly 
bruise  near  "Jack's  dirty  little 
mouth.  His  chum  put  a  grimy 
hand  to  his  wound  as  he  explained, 
"Ya,  Mr.  Brown  done  it.  He  was 
a-tellin'  me  that  he's  my  fader  an' 
I  says  'no',  an'  he  says  'yes',  and 


I  says  'no'  again,  so  he  up  an'  hits 
me !    Gee !    It  hurt,  too !" 

Jack  brushed  away  a  few  tears 
that  persisted  in  rolling  down  his 
cheeks  as  he  added,  "I  don't  care ! 
He  ain't  my  fader,  anyway.  Say, 
d'ya  think  perhaps  Santy  would 
give  me  my  mudder  an'  fader  back 
agin  for  Christmas?  D'ya  think 
so,  huh  ?.  Gee,  I  bet  he  would  if  he 
knewed  that  they  was  takin'  away 
from  me,  and'  I  was  with  thet  big 
roughneck,  shat's  alway  a-hittin' 
me!" 

Dave  pounded  his  friend's 
shoulder  in  glee.    ■• 

"I  knew  it!  I  knewed  that  you 
believed  there  was  a  Santa  all  the 
itime !" 

His  broad  smile  disappeared, 
however,  as  he  stepped  up  to  his 
chum  and  said  in  a  confident  tone, 
"Sure,  Jackie!  All  you  got  to  do 
is  this!     You  write  and  tell  Santa 

what  you  want  and "     "Can't 

write.  Ain't  got  no  paper  nor  pen- 
cil, neither,"  interrupted  Jack, 
signs  of  tears  appearing  again. 

Dave  frowned  and  rested  his 
chin  on  his  hand,  as  he  tried  to 
find  some  way  of  helping  his  friend. 
Suddenly  his  frown  disappeared. 

"Gee,  now  I  got  it!"  He  turned 
several  wild  somersaults  and  by 
some  miracle  landed  safely  back  on 
his,  feet  again. 
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"Jus'  as  easy  as  anythin'!  You 
tell  me  what  you  want  an'  when  I 
get  home  I'll  write  it  down  and  ex- 
plain to  Santa  why  for  you  can't 
write  yourself,  an'  then  I'll  give  it 
to  my  Mom  to  mail  when  she  mails 
mine.    Ain't  that  a  nifty  idea?" 

Jack's  dirty  face  beamed  with 
joy.  He  advanced  slowly  toward 
Dave,  stammered  something  that 
sounded  like  "aw  gee,  your  a  dandy 
kid!"  turned  and  fled  down  the 
alley  as  though  the  fearful  Mr. 
Brown  were  after  him.  His  friend 
nodded  amusingly  to  himself  and 
hastened  home  to  fulfill  his 
promise. 

jfs         %         H*         H* 

Christmas  morn  found  Jack  shiv- 
ering on  a  windy  street  corner. 
Passing  by  him  were  the  throngs 
on  their  way  to  Christmas  services. 
The  little  urchin  swallowed  a  lump 
in  his  throat  as  he  watched  them 
go  by.  "Gee,"  he  whispered,  gazing 
at  the  nearby  church-steeple,  "Gee, 
God,  I  ain't  no  good,  not  nothin  but 
bones.  I'll  be  awful  good  if  you 
let  Santa  bring  back  my  fader  and 
muder." 

"What  you  say?"  inquired  a 
cheery  voice  behind  him.  Without 
waiting  for  a  response  Dave  thrust 
himself  before  Jack,  demanding 
that  he  "Jus'  look  over  my  new 
suit  what  Santa  bring  me". 

Then  as  he  saw  the  forlorn  ex- 
pression on  Jack's  face,  he  whis- 
pered, "Don't  you  care,  Jackee, 
Mom  says  your  fader  and  muder 
are  a-comin'  and  gee,  who  knows 
if  Momma  don't?  Mom  says  you 
got  to  come  over  to  our  house  and 
they'll  be  there.  You  know — "  he 
added,  his  voice  becoming  shrill, 
"I  see'd  your  folks  myself,  I  did". 

"Gee,  ain't  that  swill,  tho'  ". 

Jackie  gasped  and  seized  his 
little  friend's  collar.  "Ah  your 
fibin'.  Hones'  Injun,  I  won't  believe 
you  till  you  teld  me  what  my  Mom 
looks  like!  Then  I'll  know  if  you 
saw  her". 

Dave  scratched  his  head,  at  loss 
as  how  to  describe  Jackie's  mother. 
"She    looks    like — like— I    got    it! 


She  looks  jus'  like  'n  angel  with 
gold  hair  an'  blue  eyes  an'  every- 
thin'." 

Jack  clasped  and  unclasped  his 
small  red  hands  as  he  whispered, 
with  shining  eyes,  "That's  her! 
Oh  Mom,  Mom!" 

He  ran  as  fast  as  his  thin  legs 
could  carry  him  in  the  direction  of 
Dave's  house,  followed  closely  by 
Dave  himself.  They  burst  breath- 
lessly into  the  hallway  and  were 
encountered  by  a  tall  man  dressed 
as  a  Santa  Claus,  but  who  looked 
suspiciously  like  a  man  whom 
Jackie's  baby  lips  had  called  'Dad', 
and  a  beautiful  angel,  whom  Jack 
called  'Mother'! 

Snuggled  safe  in  his  mother's 
arms  a  while  later,  Jackie  whis- 
pered, "Gee,  I'm  always  a-goin'  to 
believe  in  Santa,  'cause  he  gave  me 
back  my  Mom  an'  Pop!  Maybe  if 
I  had  believed  in  him  las'  year,  he'd 
a  brought  'em  back  then!  Mom, 
you  ain't  a-going  to  let  Mr.  Brown 
setl  me  agin'  are  you?" 

For  answer,  his  mother  hugged 
him  tightly,  and  he  added,  "Ain't 
Santa  grand !" 

Yvonne  Bossi,  '30. 


DAY  DREAMS 


Gee!  but  it's  tough,  Pardner, 

To  wish  your  life  away 

Keep  lookin'  ahead  still  farther 

And  wish  in  the  same  old  way 

Doin'  nothin'  at  all  but  gazin' 

Into  a  mystic  ball 

Just  for  the  future  cravin' 

No  though  for  the  present  at  all. 

That's  the  curse  of  my  life,  Pardner 

Just  dreamin'  every  day, 

That's  the  thing  that's  kept  me  livin' 

Through  all  this  ghastly  fray, 

I've  lived  my  life  of  dreams  and  wonder 

And  now  I'm  willing  to  die 

Though     I     haven't     gained    riches    and 

plunder, 
Just  lived  for  me,  myself,  and  I. 

I  spent  my  youth  in  dreaming,  Pardner 

Of  days  that  were  to  come 

And  now  I'm  old  and  useless,  Pardner 

And  I  can't  count  victories  won. 

I  was  dreaming  instead  of  learning 

To  perform  astounding  deeds, 

I  yearned  to  reap  the  harvest, 

But  sowed  not  a  single  seed. 

Virginia  Pierce,  '30. 
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It  was  midnight !  The  world  was 
wrapped  in  a  cloak  of  darkness! 
Not  a  sound  could  be  heard  ex- 
cept the  steady  tick-tick-tick  of  a 
small  alarm  clock.  Suddenly  I 
awoke!  At  first  I  couldn't  im- 
agine what  had  wakened  me,  but 
all  my  nerves  were  tight,  my 
breath  was  coming  quickly,  and 
instantly  I  knew  that  something 
had  happened. 

Something  extraordinary  had 
wakened  me !  Darkness !  Silence ! 
Tick-tick-tick !  Crash ! !  Bang ! ! 
My  heart  seemed  to  stop  beating, 
my  hair  stood  on  ends,  I  ceased 
breathing,  and  a  cold  sweat  trickled 
down  my  forehead!  Straining  my 
ears,  I  listened  for  the  noise  again. 
It  didn't  come,  but  in  a  few  sec- 
onds, I  heard  light  footsteps! 
They  came  from  the  kitchen !  Soft- 
ly, slowly  they  came  into  the  hall. 
Slowly,  softly,  nearer,  nearer  they 
came!  They  were  at  the  foot  of 
the  stairs  !  One  step  at  a  time, 
tap-tap-tap ! !    I  wanted  to  scream, 


to  run,  to  jump  out  the  window, — 
but  I  couldn't  move!  Every  nerve 
in  my  body  was  tense.  My  heart 
was  now  beating  furiously,  and  I 
felt  sure  that  this  terrible  mon- 
ster (I  knew  it  must  be  a  monster 
of  some  kind)  would  heart  it.  It 
was  on  the  landing,  and  coming 
slowly  down  the  hall.  Oh!  if  it 
would  only  pass  my  room.  But  no ! 
The  footsteps  stopped  in  front  of 
my  door !  A  scratching  noise,  then 
the  door,  which  I  had  left  slightly 
ajar,  began  to  move  slowly  inward! 
Slower  and  slower  it  moved !  Why 
couldn't  I  scream  or  hide  under  the 
covers  or  do  something?  I  could' t 
move!  Perspiration  ran  down  my 
face,  my  eyes  were  glued  on  the 
door!  By  this  time  my  eyes  were 
used  to  the  darkness,  and  I  could 
make  out  the  objects  in  the  room, 
faintly.  Noiselessly  the  door 
opened  wider,  and  just  as  I  was 
about  to  faint, — in  walked  my  lit- 
tle white  kitten! 

Frances  Granger,  '30. 


An  1B30  Mtlb  (?)  laotpe 


Two  white  haired  ladies  and  a 
little  girl  were  sitting  contentedly 
on  the  veranda  of  a  fashionable 
country  Inn,  watching  a  group  of 
young  people  playing  tennns,  when 
suddenly,  out  of  a  clear  sky,  one  of 
the  elderly  ladies  burst  into  laugh- 
ter and  exclaimed — 

"Folks  sure  do  criticise  this 
present  generation,  but  I  guess  we 
were  no  angels  in  our  younger  days, 
eh  Natalie!  Remember  about 
thirty  years  ago  when  we  were 
stopping  at  this  same  Inn  on  our 
way  home  from  boarding  school, 
under  the  care  of  Aunt  Mabel — 
how  we  gave  her  a  scare  she  never 
got  over?" 

"Do  I  remember!",  chuckled  the 
other  lady,  "I'll    never    forget  it, 


and  to  make  matters  worse — ". 
Here  she  was  interrupted  by  the 
youngster,  who  clamored  for  her  to 
finish  the  story — and  this  is  the 
tale  she  told — 

"After  Aunt  Mabel  had  tucked 
us  safely  in  bed,  we  feeling  adven- 
turous, decided  we'd  go  for  a  walk. 
We  jumped  into  our  clothes,  and 
slid  ungracefully  down  the  drain 
pipe,  on  to  'terra  firma',  then  we 
raced  off  the  hotel  grounds. 

"As  we  had  not  any  particular 
destination,  we  decided  we'd  walk 
the  two  miles  to  Jortown  square, 
and  get  a  soda,  hurry  back,  crawl 
thru'  the  window,  and  Aunt  Mabel 
would  never  be  the  wiser ! 

"After  partaking  of  a  soda,  such 
as   only    a    country  druggist  can 
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concoct,  we  sauntered  back  to  the 
Inn.  It  never  occurred  to  us  that 
it  was  growing  late,  until  the  dis- 
tant church  clock  chimed. 

"  'Eleven  o'clock !'  gasped  Nat- 
alie, 'Goodness  gracious!  we're 
done  for  if  Aunt  Mabel  catches  us !' 

"I  realized  that  we  had  taken 
our  time,  but  never  thought  of  its 
being  as  late  as  that — but  there 
was  nothing  left  for  us  to  do  but 
to  try  to  get  in  before  Aunt  Mabel 
finished  her  usual  game  of  cribbage 
in  the  lobby. 

"We  ran  most  of  the  two  miles 
to  the  Inn,  along  a  pitch  dark  coun- 
try road.  Upon  reaching  the  Inn 
grounds,  we  stopped  and  stared  in 
amazement!  Instead  of  seeing  the 
sleepy  old  place — we  saw  people 
rushing  about  with  lanterns,  cry- 
ing, and  yelling — .  The  whole  Inn 
was  illuminated ! 

"Natalie!  I  groaned,  Til  bet 
they're  hunting  for  us,  we're  in  for 
it  now!" 

"Natalie,  being  the  braver,  how- 


to  drop  flat  and  crawl  along  on  all 
ever,  said  nothing,  but  proceeded 
fours,  until  she  was  directly  under 
the  lobby  window.  She  looked 
vastly  relieved,  as  she  briefly  nar- 
rated what  she'd  heard. 

"  Thank  heavens !'  It's  not  us 
they're  looking  for!  she  said.  'Old 
Mrs.  Litzholme  has  been  robbed 
and  the  Inn  was  aroused  to  help 
search  for  the  thief. 

"We  quickly  decided  that  the 
best  thing  for  us  to  do  was  to  make 
a  dash  for  the  drain  pipe,  and  get 
into  bed  before  Aunt  Mabel  found 
us  missing! 

"Natalie  scrambled  up  the  pipe, 
I  after  her,  into  the  safety  of  our 
rooms ! 

'  "Hurray !",  we  both  cried  "The 
worst  is  over!" — but  out  of  the 
darkness  of  the  room  a  voice  spoke 
up  and  said — 

'  "You're  entirely  wrong, — The 
worst  is  vet  to  come!"  It  was 
Aunt  Mabel !" 

Claire  J.  Powers,  '29. 


®lj£  !tg  d>am? 


Whoo-ee!  The  referee's  whistle 
gave  a  shrill  call.  In  an  instant 
both  teams  were  on  the  gymnasium 
floor,  where  erect,  peppy  girls  took 
their  places,  eager  for  the  first 
quarter. 

This  was  the  great  night  for  both 
teams:  it  would  determine 
whether  the  blue  and  gold  banner 
of  Lincoln  High,  or  the  scarlet  and 
black  of  Memorial  High  would 
drape  the  cup,  given  annually  by 
the  county  to  the  school  winning 
the  most  games.  So  far  this  year 
had  been  a  tie  between  Lincoln  and 
Memorial. 

The  game  starts!  Lincoln's 
jumping  center  taps  the  ball 
toward  the  Lincoln  goal.  Mem- 
orial's left  guard  catches  it,  hurls 
it  to  Memorial's  side  center!  Lin- 
coln's guard  makes  a  dash  for  it, 
and  throws  it  toward  the  Lincoln 


basket,  but  Memorial's  side  center 
catches  it  in  mid-air,  and  with  a 
clever  play  passes  it  to  the  Mem- 
orial forward.  A  steady  aim!  A 
forward  shot !    It's  in ! ! 

The  ball  comes  back  to  center 
and  in  the  toss-up  Lincoln's  center 
again  taps  the  ball  to  the  Lincoln 
side.  Like  a  flash,  Memorial's 
right  guard  catches  the  ball  and 
sends  it  hurling  through  the  air 
toward-  Memorial's  basket.  It  is 
caught  by  a  Lincoln  guard  and  sent 
back  to  the  Lincoln  side.  Mem- 
orial's guard  makes  a  snatch  at  it. 
With  a  pivot,  Lincoln's  side  center 
passes  it  to  the  right  forward. 
Memorial's  right  guard  interrupts 
the  Lincoln  forward's  shot  and 
passes  the  ball  to  the  Memorial 
jumping  center.  Memorial's  for- 
ward has  the  ball !  Lincoln's  guard 
is  working!    Memorial's  other  for- 
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ward  has  the  ball  now!     Another 
basket ! 

The  whistle  blows  at  the  close  of 
the  first  quarter!  It  looks  like  a 
victory  for  Memorial  High! 

The  second  quarter  opens  with 
good  work  on  the  part  of  Lincoln 
High.  A  spirited  struggle  ensues 
in  the  first  three  minutes  with  the 
result  of  a  basket  for  Lincoln.  In 
another  few  minutes,  Lincoln 
scores  another  basket,  making  the 
score  a  tie.  After  much  spirited 
play,  the  score  is  still  a  tie  at  the 
close  of  the  first  half. 

In  the  third  quarter  Memorial 
makes  a  foul,  and  Lincoln's  for- 
ward scores  two  points  from  the 
"free  throw"  line.  Memorial  must 
get  busy!  With  marked  skill, 
Memorial's  forward  shoots  two 
baskets  in  succession,  and  under 
much  heavy  guarding,  too!  But 
Lincoln  is  a  match  for  Memorial, 
and  at  the  close  of  the  third  quar- 
ter is  still  ahead.  Lincoln's  rooters 
are  clamorous!     Cheers  ring  out! 

At  the  beginning  of  the  last 
quarter,  both  teams  are  uneasy. 
Lincoln's  forwards  are  keeping 
watchful  eyes  on  the  ball,  while 
Memorial's  guards  follow  Lincoln's 
around  like  puppies.  The  toss-up! 
A  scramble  for  the  ball!  Lincoln 
is  given  the  ball !  A  "throw-in"  is 
caught  by  a  Memorial  guard  and 
tossed  to  the  Memorial  basket. 
With  a  leap,  Lincoln's  guard 
catches  the  ball  in  mid-air  and 
sends  it  into  the  hands  of  a  for- 
ward. On  a  pivot,  the  forward 
scores  another  basket  for  Lincoln. 
Memorial's  side  is  getting  down 
hearted.  Their  rooters  cheer  to 
keep  up  their  courage.  The  ball  is 
tossed  again.  This  time  Memorial's 
center  hurls  it  to  the  Memorial 
side  with  vigor!  It  is  sent  "out 
of  bounds"  by  a  Lincoln  guard  and 
"thrown  in"  by  a  Memorial  for- 
ward. It  is  passed  to  the  side 
center,  tossed  to  the  other  forward 
and  lo!  a  basket  is  made!  Cheers 
for  Memorial ! 


The  ball  is  brought  back  to 
center.  The  Memorial  team  is 
gaining!  Lincoln's  center  tosses 
the  ball  Lincolnward!  The  side 
center  shoots  it  to  a  guard.  It  is 
sent  back  to  a  forward.  A  shot  is 
aimed,  and  a  basket  scored !  Again 
Lincoln  is  the  leader ! 

The  Lincoln  banner  of  blue  and 
gold  was  raised  as  the  Memorial 
High  team,  with  a  "good  sport" 
yell  cheered  the  Lincoln  team,  and 
thus  the  greatest  game  of  the  sea- 
son ended,  with  cheers  of  "Rah! 
Lincoln!  Rah!  High!  Rah!  Rah! 
Lincoln  High!" 

Alice  Anglin,  '29. 


SMILE 


How  many  times  do  you  smile  in  a  day? 
One  or  twice,  or  perhaps  never,  you  say! 
Listen  to  this,  whether  you  know  it  or 

not, 
A  smile  costs    but    little    and   means  a 

whole  lot! 

If  you  have  a  misfortune,  don't  give  up, 
just  smile! 
It  will   lighten  your  heart,  and  make 
life  seem  worthwhile, 
A  smile  is  a  small  thing,  but  goes  a  long 

way, 
So  take  my  advice,  and  smile  while  you 
may. 

Mary  Duffy,  '29. 


A  SPORTSMAN 


Just  what  is  a  sportsman 
Do  you  really  know? 
He's  one  who  is  fair 
To  both  friend  and  foe. 

He's  one  who  won't  cheat 
To  win  by  foul  ways, 
He's  one  who  can  beat 
Without  making  false  plays. 

Now  any  real  sportsman 
Will  play  a  clean  game 
If  luck  goes  against  him 
He  doesn't  complain. 

He  just  plays  the  game, 
With  zest  and  with  vim, 
For  the  team,  for  the  fun 
To  lose,  or  to  win! 

John  Mulvey,  '30. 
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The  gift  of  the  class  of  1929  has  been 
very  much  admired  by  visitors  to  the 
school. 

The  floor  in  the  Assembly  Hall  has 
been  refinished,  the  cost  $100  was  paid 
by  the  pupils  of  the  school. 

The  General  Fund  has  been  drawn  on 
very  heavily;  the  balance  at  present 
totals  $25.00. 

The  Junior  Class  made  a  profit  of 
$146.50  on  the  play  "Sally  Lunn",  which 
they  presented,  under  the  direction  of 
Miss  Winifred  M.  Brennan  and  Miss 
Dorothy  M.  Gavin,  on  Wednesday  eve- 
ning, November  28,  1928.  This  is  the 
most  money  ever  made  on  an  entertain- 
ment. 

Mr.  Patey,  of  Ginn  and  Company,  gave 
a  very  interesting  talk  in  Chapin  Hall, 
on  December  7,  1928.  His  subject  was 
"Baseball  and  Life". 

Mr.  McLaughlin,  Secretary  of  the 
Brockton  Y.  M.  C.  A.,  gave  a  very  in- 
teresting talk  at  an  assembly  on  Novem- 
ber 28,  1928. 


We  have  maps  of  Massachusetts  dis- 
played in  the  front  corridors. 

The  Lunch  Fund  has  been  very  pros- 
perous this  year  and  there  is  a  consid- 
erable balance  in  the  treasury. 

The  gift  of  the  Class  of  1929,  Stetson 
Junior  High  has  been  placed  in  Room  15. 

The  bracket  under  the  Lindberg  bust, 
gift  of  Class  of  1928,  has  been  bronzed. 

Pictures  of  the  Senior  Class  and  Foot- 
ball team  were  taken  December  7,  1928. 

The  Oracle  Staff  made  a  profit  of  $80, 
on  the  one  act  farce  "Converting  Bruce" 
presented  in  Chapin  Hall,  December  14, 
1928,  under  the  direction  of  Miss  Wini- 
fred M.  Brennan. 

The  class  of  1929  is  planing  to  present 
a  three  act  play  "Apple  Blossom  Time". 
The  play  will  be  coached  by  Mr.  Henry 
D.  Harmon  of  the  School  of  the  Spoken 
Word,  Brookline,  Massachusetts. 

The  Oracle  Staff  entertained  the  South- 
eastern League  of  School  Publications, 
on  Wednesday  evening,  January  23,  1929. 


Ciastf  ^otesf 


JUNIOR  CLASS 


SENIOR  CLASS 


On  November  28,  1928,  the 
Junior  Class  presented  a  two  act 
play  entitled  "Sally  Lunn",  under 
the  direction  of  Miss  Winifred  M. 
Brennan  of  the  faculty  and  Miss 
Dorothy  M.  Gavin  of  the  Almuni. 
The  hall  was  filled  to  its  capacity 
and  the  play  was  a  success  finan- 
cially and  socially.  The  cast  in- 
cluded : 
John  Randolph,  Jr.,  Junior  at  Yale, 

Andrew  Diauto. 
Leo  Randolph,  Thomas  J.  Hoye. 
Morton    Glynn,    A    Yale    Junior, 

Francis  R.  Murphy. 
Marjorie    Randolph,    Virginia    B. 

Pierce. 
Mrs.  John  Randolph  "Sally",  Ruth 

P.  Diauto. 
Mrs.   Penelope  Winslow,   Merle   C. 

Carroll. 
Vivian   Winslow,    A    Society    Girl, 

Alice  T.  Brennan. 

Dancing  followed  until  twelve 
o'clock.  Music  was  furnished  by 
the  Troubadours. 


The  Oracle  Staff  presented  a 
short  entertainment  and  a  one  act 
play  "Converting  Bruce"  on  De- 
cember 14,  1928,  under  the  direc- 
tion of  Miss  Brennan. 

Reading  "Gone  With  A  Handsome  Man" 

Rose  K.  Doyle 
Vocal  Solo  "Little  Mother" 
"Sonny  Boy" 
Mary    Porter,    accompanied    by 
Isabel    Philbrook,    violin;    Ran- 
dolph Philbrook,  piano. 
Violin  Solo  "Souvenir  De  Leubech" 
"A  Dream"— Bartlett 
Thomas  J.  Hoye 
The  Cast'  of  "Converting  Bruce"  was  as 
follows: 

Bruce  Harrington,  a  young  law  student 
who  has  no  use  for  girls — Vincent  O. 
Kiernan. 
.Jack  Webster,  his  room  mate,  who 
adores  girls,  especially  one — Roy 
Gavin. 
Peggy  Lee,  a  college  girl,  Jack's  cousin 

— Mary  P.  Purcell. 
Beth   Stuart,  Peggy's  roommate  and  in- 
cidentally Jack's  adored  one — Kathryn 
Aylott. 

Cecilia  McFadden,  '29. 
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As  others  see  us: 

The  Spice  Box,  Avon  High  School. 
Your  editorials  are  fine.  The  numerous 
cuts  make  the  paper  very  interesting  and 
attractive.  The  athletic  department 
might  be  more  inclusive. 

The  Lion,  Burdett  College.  Your  poetry 
is  good — your  jokes  are  fine,  but  your 
personals  are  rather  lengthy. 

The  Parrot,  Norton  High  School. 
Your  personals  are  interesting.  Why  not 
head  the  different  departments  ? 

The  Brocktonia,  Brockton  High  School. 
A- very  neat  magazine,  but  the  depart- 
ment headings  might  be  made  more  con- 
spicuous. 

Keene  High  School  Enterprise,  Keene, 
N.  H.  Your  "Oracle"  contains  many  in- 
teresting stories  and  poems. 

Pad  and  Pencil,  Chandler  High  School, 
Boston,  Mass.  Where  do  you  get  such 
good  jokes  ?  Your  Exchanges  are  well 
handled,  too.  Longer  editorials  is  our 
only  suggestion. 

The  Students  Pen,  East  Bridgewater 
High  School.  Your  Joke  Department  is 
very  snappy.  The  poems  are  very  in- 
teresting. 


As  we  see  others: 

The  Distaff,  Girls'  High  School,  Boston, 
Mass.  We  enjoyed  reading  "Mildred's 
Man"  very  much.  A  table  of  contents 
would  be  an  improvement. 

The  Brocktonia,  Brockton  High  School. 
We  enjoyed  your  stories  and  poems  very 
much. 

The  Glen  Echo,  Glenville,  Pa.  A  very 
interesting  paper — now  let's  have  a  few 
poems. 

The  Echo,  Canton  High  School.  A 
table  of  contents  would  improve  your 
paper. 

Pad  and  Pencil,  Chandler  Secretarial 
School,  Boston,  Mass.  A  table  of  con- 
tents would  be  an  improvement  to  your 
magazine. 

The  Keene  High  School  Enterprise, 
Keene,  N.  H.  You  have  a  very  efficient 
Literary  Dept. 

The  Golden  Rod,  Quincy  High  School. 
The  numerous  cuts  make  your  magazine 
very  interesting. 

The  Parrot,  Norton  High  School.  Why 
not  put  the  poems  under  a  separate  head- 
ing? 


List  of  papers  received  to  date: 

The  Clarion,  Arlington  High  School, 
Arlington,  Mass. 

The  Semaphore,  Stoup;hton  High 
School,  Stoughton,  Mass. 

The  Echo,  Canton  High  School,  Canton, 
Mass. 


The    Spice    Box,    Avon     High     School, 
Avon,  Mass. 

The      Periscope,      Bridgewater      High 
School,  Bridgewater,  Mass. 

The   Coker,    Connelsville   High   School, 
Connelsville,  Pa. 

The  Glen  Echo,  Glennville  High  School, 
Glennville,  Pa. 

The     Lion,    Burdett    College,    Boston, 
Mass. 

The  Arguenot,   Norwood  High   School, 
Norwood,  Mass. 

The  Parrot,  Norton  High  School,  Nor- 
ton, Mass. 

The  Golden  Rod,  Quincy  High  School, 
Quincy,  Mass. 

The  Long  Pointer,  Provincetown  High 
School,  Provincetown,  Mass. 

The  Brocktonia,  Brockton  High  School, 
Brockton,  Mass. 

The    Parrot,    Rockland    High    School, 
Rockland,  Mass. 

The   Lakonian,   Laconia    High    School, 
Laconia,  N.  H. 

Keene  High  School  Enterprise,  Keene, 
N.  H. 

Pad  and  Pencil,    Chandler    Secretarial 
School,  Boston,  Mass. 

The    Students   Pen,    East   Bridgewater 
High  School,  East  Bridgewater,  Mass. 

The  Orange  and  Black,  Hanover  High 
School,  Hanover,  Pa. 

The  Mass.  Collegians,  Amherst,  Mass. 

Boston  University  News,  Boston,  Mass. 

The     Pingry     Record,     Pingry     High 
School,  Elizabeth,  New  Jersey. 

The  Mirror,   Stephen   S.   Palmer  High 
School,  Palmerton,  Pa. 

Arial,   J.   M.   Atherton    High     School, 
Louisville,  Ky. 

The   Distaff,   Girls   High   School,   Bos- 
ton, Mass. 

The  Partridge,  Duxbury,  Mass. 

The  Sassamon,  Natick,  Mass. 

The  Echo,  Winthrop  High  School,  Win- 
throp,  Mass. 

The  Buzzer,  Baton  Rouge  High  School, 
Baton  Rouge,  La. 

Myrick  Powers,  '29. 


DO  YOU  KNOW 

Francis  Murphy,  the  sheik 
Gavin,  the  light  of  his  class 
Jenkins,  star  athlete 
Clifford,  the  geometry  shark 
Isabel,  the  violinist 
Haley,  the  sleeping  beauty 
Hoye,  the  actor 
Laughlin,  the  painter 
Claire,  the  historian 
Kathryn,  the  letter  writer 
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After  our  fall  baseball  campaign 
was  over  the  boys  in  the  high 
school  decided  that  they  would  like 
to  play  football.  As  it  was  the 
first  time  in  years  that  the  school 
has  had  football,  there  were  many 
obstacles  to  be  overcome. 

Mr.  Murphy  offered  his  services 
as  coach. 

About  thirty  responded  to  the 
first  practice  and  the  ones  who  re- 
ceived positions  were :  Center,  Tay- 
lor; guards,  Nelson  and  Merrill; 
Tackles,  Anderson,  Murphy,  and 
Teed;  ends,  Powers,  Kiernan,  Swal- 
low and  Pignatelli ;  quarterback,  C. 
Shea;  halfbacks,  Jenkins,  Crowell, 
Haley  and  H.  Shea ;  fullback,  Crush- 
ing. 

A  few  days  after  the  squad  was 
chosen,  we  met  in  the  Assembly 
Hall  and  elected  C.  Shea  as  captain 
of  the  team  and  H.  Jenkins  as 
manager. 

Considering  the  fact  that  it  was 
our  first  year  at  football,  we  had  a 
fairly  successful  season. 

The  results  of  the  games  played  are  as  follows  : 

Stetson  34,  Avon  6 

Stetson  18,  Stoughton  2nds  0. 

Stetson     0,  East  Bridgewater  7 

Stetson     0,  Scituate  6 

Stetson  12,  Stoughton  2nds  0 

Stetson     6,  Thayer  Acad.  2nds  7 

Stetson     6,  Falmouth  30 

Stetson     6,  Boston  Sch.  for  Deaf  6 

Stetson     6,  Kingston  26 

Stetson     0,  Boston  Sch.  for  Deaf  0 

Stetson  13,  Marshfield  0 

Stetson     0,  North  Easton  6 

Taking  everything  into  consid- 
eration we  had  a  pretty  strong 
team,  and  we  hope  that  we  have 
established  football  in  Stetson  High 
School. 


BASKETBALL 


"You  still  remain,"  I  told  a  man 
"By  superstition  struck, 

If  you  believe  that  horseshoe  can 

Provide  you  any  luck". 

He  said  "It's  lucky  in  the  street" 

(As  there  he  let  it  drop) 
"For  punctures  are  the  bread  and  meat 

Of  my  Vulcanizing  Shop." 

John   Banjamino,    '30. 


Immediately  after  our  Thanks- 
giving vacation,  our  coach,  Mr. 
Clark  called  out  the  Basketball 
candidates.  The  first  practice  was 
given  over  to  the  rules  and  regula- 
tions of  the  game. 

The  players  who  succeeded  in 
gaining  positions  on  the  first 
team  are:  Kiernan,  Shea  and  Cor- 
rigan,  forwards;  Teed  and  Haley, 
centers ;  Cushing  and  Merril,  backs. 
These  players  have  elected  Hugh 
Clifford  as  Manager  and  Vincent 
Kiernan  as  Captain. 

The  second  team  consists  of  12 
players  namely:  Jenkins,  Hoeg, 
Heney,  O.  Kiernan,  H.  Shea,  Jones, 
Batchelder,  Condlin,  Nelson,  An- 
derson, Baldner  and  Powers.  An- 
derson was  elected  captain  of  this 
team. 

So  far  this  season  we  have  won 
one  game  and  lost  one.  We  won 
our  opening  game  with  North 
Easton  by  the  score  of  22  to  19. 
The  game  was  very  fast  and  inter- 
esting at  all  times.  Our  second 
game  we  lost  to  Braintree  at  Brain- 
tree  by  the  score  of  21  to  18.  It 
was  a  close  game  at  all  times  but 
Stetson  had  some  hard  luck  shoot- 
ing baskets. 

Vincent  Kiernan,  '29. 


World's  Great  Need 

A  little  more  kindness  and  a  little 

less  creed 
A  little  more  giving   and    a   little 

less  greed 
A  little  more  smiling  and  a  little 

less  frown 
A  little  less  kicking  a  man  when  he 

is  down 
A  little  more  "we"  and  little  less 

<<T5J 

A  little  more  laugh  and  a  little  less 
cry 

A  little  more  flowers  on  the  path- 
way of  life 

And  fewer  on  the  grave  at  the  end 
of  the  strife. 
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Mabel  Forrest,  Student,  Posse  Nissen 
School,   Boston. 

Clare  Sullivan,  Student,  Vesper  George 
Art  School,  Boston. 

Clara  D:auto,  Office  of  Frank  Diauto, 
Randolph. 

Alice  McFadd^n,  Student,  Bryant  & 
Stratton  School,  Boston. 

Pauline  Doble,  Student,  Teachers'  Col- 
lege, Boston. 

William  Doyle,  Student,  University  of 
Alabama. 

Walter  Teed,  in  business  with  his 
father. 

Pauline  Knebel,  Office  of  Lee  Higgin- 
son  Company,  Boston. 

Charles  Dickendorff.  Office  of  Mystic 
Steamship   Company,  Boston. 


Violet  Thomnson,  Office  of  Richards  & 
Brcnnan  Co.,  Randolph. 

Dorothy  Boothby,  Student,  Bridge- 
water  Normal   School. 

Mildred  French,  Student,  Boston  Uni- 
versity, P.  A.  L. 

Eleanor  Boyle,  Office  Traveller  Insur- 
ance Company,  Boston. 

Muriel  Furbush,  Office  of  Dr.  Smith 
Randolph. 

Kathleen  O'Neill,  Student,  Bridgewater 
Normal  School. 

Eleanor  Rent,  Paine  Furniture  Com- 
pany, Boston. 

Marjorie  Mann,  Office  Edison  Electric 
Company,  Boston. 

Eva  Lokitis,  '29. 


WE  WONDER 
Is  Alice  White 
Is  Dora  Best 
Is  Winifred  Young 
Is  Joe  French 
Can  Philip  Boyle 
Can  Gertrude  Taylor 
Can  Virginia  Pierce 
Can  Roy  Wright 
Can  John  Porter 


CAN  YOU  IMAGINE 

Murphy  not  pulling  shoe  strings 
K.  Aylott  not  reading  or  writing 

notes 
R.  Bradley  not  turning  around 
F.  Loughlin  not  studying 
Mary  Purcell  with  her  desk  cover 

down 
Cecelia  McFadden  not  talking 
Tom  Hoye  not  asking  for  passes 
Jerome  Shea  not  fooling  with  the 

girls 


IMAGINE 

Eva  getting  excited 
Gavin  in  afternoon  session 
Isabel  without  a  wave 
Rose  without  an  argument 
Bernice  alone 

Miss  Brennan  without  a  smile 
Kiernan  believing  in  Santa  Claus 
John  Crowell  using  Slikum 
Virginia  Pierce  without  a  ques- 
tion 
Nelson  using  rouge. 


DID  YOU  EVER  NOTICE 

Laura  Lutton's  winsome  smiles, 
And  Tom  Hoye's  crafty  wiles, 
Francis  Murphy's  latest  styles 
Alice  Anglin  so  mild  and  meek 
Or  Claire  Power's  words  so  deep  ? 
Do  we  ?    We  certainly  do. 


Shea :     Too  bad  Shakespeare  wasn't  a  quarterback, 

Swallow:     Why? 

Shea:     Because  he  made  so  many  long  run  plays. 
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Stetson  High  School  Welcomes  Southeastern  Massachusetts  League 

of  School  Publications, 
Wednesday,  January  23,  1929 


PROGRAM 


3:00—3:45     REGISTRATION 

Front  corridor  Stetson  High  School. 

At  table  No.  1,  on  right,  when  you  enter  get  registration  cards; 

when  filled  out,  leave  at  Table  No.  2  at  left,  get  tags  and  pay  for 

supper  tickets  there;   then  you  go  to  the  main  door  of   Chapin 

Hall,  where  your  hostess  awaits  you. 

FACULTY  ADVISORS  get  copy  of  "ORACLE"  at  Table  No.  2. 

3:45 — 4:10     Assembly — Bugler  Leona  Smith. 
Selections — Orchestra 
"America,  the  Beautiful",  one  verse. 
Welcome  by  Principal  Chapin,  Stetson  High  School. 
Special    Instructions    for    departmental    meetings   —   President 
McAleer. 

4:10 — 5:15     Departmental  Meetings. 

Executive  Committee — Room  14 — Mr.  Richter,  Bridgewater;   one 

delegate  and  Faculty  Advisor. 

Editcrs-in-Chisf — Room  18 — Mr.  Brown,  Weymouth. 

Business   Managers   and   Advertising   Managers — Room   27 — Mr. 

Cole,  Abin<rton. 

Literary — Room  22 — Miss  Megley,  Holbrook. 

Jokes — Room  11 — Mr.  Durgin,  Bridgewater  Normal  School. 

Athletics — Room  21 — Mr.  Lynch,  Bridgewater. 

5:15 — 6:15     General  Meeting,  Chapin  Hall. 

James  McAleer  of  Weymouth,  President  of  Southeastern  Massa- 
chusetts League  of  School  Publications  presiding. 
Secretary's  Report. 
Treasurer's  Report. 

Report  of  Chairmen  of  Departmental  Meetings. 
Report  of  Connecticut  River  League,  Mr.   W.   M.   Taylor,  Whit- 
man. 

6:15 — 7:30     Supper — Lunch    Room,    Stetson    High    School.      Please    turn    in 
supper  tickets  at  door. 

Community  Singing  led  by  Mr.  Murphy,  Stetson  High  School. 
Address — "School    Publications" — Mr.    Richard    A.    Stout,    Presi- 
dent of  Harvard  Crimson. 

7:30 — 8:15     Reassembling,  Chapin  Hall 

Reading — Mrs.  Marie  Helm  Cormey,  President  of  Randolph 
Teacher's  Association. 

Address — "Could  'You'  Report  It  Accurately?" — Mr.  Charles 
Sherwood  Ricker,  former  Newspaper  man  and  lecturer  on  jour- 
nalism. 

8:15  Clear  floor  for  dancing — Chapin  Hall. 

Music  by  Troubadours. 
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APPLE  BOSSOM  TIME 
A  Comedy  in  Three  Acts  —  Presented  by  Class  of  1929 


Cast  of  Characters 

BOB  MATHEWS,  an  unwilling  visitor  at  the  crossroads 


Roy  Gavin 


Vincent  Kiernan 

Henry  Merrill 

Paul  Anderson 

John  Crowell 

Mary  P.  Purcell 

Isabel  Philbrook 

Kathryn  Aylott 


CHARLIE  LAWRENCE,  his  go-getter  friend 

SPUD  McCLOSKY,  direct  from  Sunshine  Alley 

MICKEY  MAGUIRE,  also  from  Sunshine  Alley 

CAL   PICKENS,  the  village  constable 

BETTY  ANN  STEWART,  a  human,  little  whirlwind 

NANCY  PRESCOTT,  a  pretty  neighbor 

LORETTA  HARRIS,  the  prettiest  girl  in  the  village 

POLLY  BIDDLE,  caretaker  of  Tad  Forrest's  home      Dorothy  F.  Higgins 

MALVINA  KURTZ,  whose  ambition  is  to  have  a  beau       Mary  M.  Duffy 

MRS.  FORREST,  the  haughty  sister-in-law  of  Tad  Forrest 

Bernice  Milberry 
ANNABEL  SPRIGGINS,  the  village  old  maid  Rose  K.  Doyle 

Time:    The  present. 
Place :   Room  in  the  home  of  Tad  Forrest's  at  the  crossroads. 


Mr.  H.  David  Harmon  of  Brook- 
line  was  secured  to  coach  our  play. 
Having  studied  under  Delbert 
Moyer  Staley,  of  the  Staley  College 
of  the  Spoken  Word,  for  three 
years,  gives  us  reason  to  believe 
Mr.  Harmon  is  well  qualified  as  our 
director. 


Mr.  Harmon  has  played  leads 
and  parts  for  the  Greenwood 
Dramatic  Club  of  Dorchester;  The 
Alpha  Club  of  Dorchester;  The 
Newtowne  Players  of  Newton ;  The 
Alpha  Sigma  Kappa  Fraternity  of 
Brookline;  and  the  Artist's  Guild 
of  Boston,  as  well  as  several  smal- 
ler plays. 


Tel.    OiRce,    471-M;    Home    0300-R 

Herman  N.  Smith 
DENTIST 

Evenings   and  Sundays  by   Appointment 

331   NORTH  MAIN  STREET 
RANDOLPH 


Old  Colony 
Piano  Company 

A  Complete  Music  Store 

Instruments 
For  Band  and  Orchestra 

12  Main  Street        Brockton 

Phone  Brockton  2085 


Tom  Hoye :     Say  Murphy — did  anyone  ever  tell  you  that 
you  looked  like  John  Gilbert? 
F.  Murphy:     No! 
T.  Hoye :     Then  don't  worry — they  never  will ! 


C.  D.  DIBBLE 

Cement  Blocks 

Saratoga  St.,  Qpp.  1138  No.  Main  St. 

RANDOLPH,  MASS. 

Telephone  Rando'ph   C667-M- 


i! 


COMPLIMENTS  OF 


J.  R  Toomey 


Compliments  of 

Lilian  B.  Fisher 

Hems  titch  ing 

Novelties-  Toys-Gifts 

Hosiery 

Tel.  Randolph  11 6- J 


Compliments  of 


Baker's  Market 


Compliments  of 


Thomas  J.  Hill 


Painter-Paper  Hanger 


Compliments  of 

Marion  Crone  Hurley 

Concert  Pianist  |  Teacher 

402  MAIN  STREET 
Randolph  Mass. 


Mrs.  Marble :     Give  me  a  sentence  with  connive  in  it. 
Kiernan:     Connive  a  corridor  pass. 


Compliments  of 

Cannizarro  Bros. 

Brockton  Shoe  Repair  Shop 
Shoe  Shine  Parlor 

7  Short  Street 


For  Clean  Clothes  Call 

Randolph  Laundry 

Randolph  0073 
57  Fowler  Street 


G.  Heney:     Hey  Kiernan,  what  time  is  it? 

O.  Kiernan:     Five  minutes  past. 

G.  Heney:     Five  minutes  past  what? 

O.  Kiernan:     I  don't  know.    I  lost  the  other  hand. 


COMPLIMENTS  OF 


JIM,  the  Barber 


Porter's  Pharmacy 

Fine  line  of 

Durand's  and  Foss'  Candies 

Main   Street 
Randolph  Mass. 


UNION  MARKET 

Fresh  Meat,   Provisions 
Vegetables  and 
Fruit 

Tel.  Randolph  004 1-R 

D.  Puzoni,  Prop. 


Mr.  Clarke:  Hoye,  stop  that  talking!  I  guess  the  brook 
has  nothing  on  you. 

Hoye  looked  bewildered. 

Mr.  Clarke :  You  know  the  story  of  the  little  brook,  don't 
you  ?    It  goes  on  forever. 


Compliments  of 

Randolph 

J.  F.  McDERMOTT 

Beauty   Shoppe 

McAuIifTe's  Block 

Plumbing  and  Heating 

Marcelling  50   Cents 

31   Fowler  Street                   Randolph 

Open  every  day  from  10  A.  M.  to  7  P.M, 

Make  your  appointments  early 

Tel.  467- J 

MAIN  STREET    Tel.  Ran.  611-W 

COMPLIMENTS  OF 

R.  T.  McAuliff e 

The  Original  Boy  Scout  Shoes  of  America 


Miss  Laugher:     Do  you  know  who  the  Black  Prince  was? 

G.  Heney:     Yes,  the  son  of  "Ole  King  Cole." 

Mr.  Clarke :  Can  you  prove  that  the  square  of  the  hypot- 
enuse is  equal  to  the  sum  of  the  squares  of  the  two  sides  of  a 
triangle? 

Gavin :     I  don't  have  to  prove  it;  I  admit  it. 


Compliments  of 

R.  E.  O'BRIEN 

Compliments  of 

E.  L.  McAULIFFE 

Get  the  Perfect  Hair  Cut 

HOFFMAN'S 

AT 
McAuliffe  Building 

North  Main  St.                    Randolph 

Compliments  of 

F.  W.  HAYDEN 

Dolan:     Bill,  why  don't  you  want  to  play  on  the  football 
team? 

Foley:     Because  the  season's  all  over. 

COMPLIMENTS  OF 

Cartwright  &  Hurley 

iptmeral  director 

Compliments  of 

JOHN  H.  WREN 

ifunerai  director 

51  North  Street 

Randolph,   Mass. 

Tel.  Ran,  0354 

Compliments  of 

GEORGE  E.  PYNE 

MEATS    AND 
PROVISIONS 

Compliments  of 


Stetson  Theatre 


Crawford  Square 


The  Best  Photoplays 


Compliments  of 

McCarthy 
The  Barber 


COMPLIMENTS  OF 

THE  TROUBADOURS 

OPEN  FOR  ALL  ENGAGEMENTS 
Social  Dances  a  Specialty 

Telephone   Randolph 

0110-M 


Miss  Laugher:      Where  were  boys  educated  in  the  Middle 
Ages? 

D.  Higgins:     Why,  in  the  Knight  School  of  course. 


COMPLIMENTS  OF 


GORDON  TEED 


CONTRACTOR  and  BUILDER 


3  Old  Street 


Tel.  Randolph  0560 


COMPLIMENTS  OF 


FRANK  F.  TEED 


COMPLIMENTS  OF 

WARREN  PHARMACY 


NORTH  MAIN  STREET 


RANDOLPH,  MASSACHUSETTS 


COMPLIMENTS  OF 

GEORGE  V.  HIGGINS,  M.  D. 


Mr.  Murphy:     Where  was  the  Magna  Charta  signed? 
Nelson :    Please,  sir,  at  the  bottom. 


COMPLIMENTS  OF 

WALTER  L.  HICKEY 

PRINTER 


Compliments  of 


Webster's 
Ice  Cream  Parlor 

Stoughton    Massachusetts 


Compliments  of 


Jap,  Cfje  Jflortsit 


Stoughton     Massachusetts 


Compliments  of 


JAMES  MALONEY 


Compliments  of 

Thomas' 
Filling   Station 

NORTH  MAIN  STREET 
RANDOLPH,  MASS. 


Compliments  of 

RAND  STUDIO 


MAIN  STREET 


BROCKTON 


MASS. 


Randolph  Garage  Co. 

CHEVROLET 

and 

BUICK 

F.  J.  Billingham    W.  H.  Billingham 


Miss  Humphrey:     What  is  the  ice  jam  they  talk  about. 
Teed :     Oh !  that's  what  the  Eskimos  put  on  their  bread. 


COMPLIMENTS  OP 


FRANK  DIAUTO 


87  WARREN  STREET 


Tel.  Randolph  0068 


COMPLIMENTS  OF 


(tof)lfe=%flotoer* 

69  MILL  STREET  RANDOLPH,  MASS. 


THE   SMART  SHOP  —  FOR  THE   SMART   MISS 


Where  Value,  Quality  and  Service  Prevail 


WM.  R.  COOK  CO. 


MAIN  STREET,  opposite  Belmont  Street 


BROCKTON,  MASS. 


H.   H.   SMITH 

Compliments  of 

F.  J.  CURRAN 

NORTH   RANDOLPH 

HIGH  GRADE 

Nationwide  Grocery  Service 

Plumbing  and  Heating 

NORTH  STREET               RANDOLPH 

Telephone  0424 

Tel.   Randolph    188-M 

Marcelle :    Say,  how  did  you  lose  that  tooth  ? 

V.  Pignatelli:   Aw,  I  was  just  shiftin,  gears  on  a  lolly  pop. 


COMPLIMENTS  OF 


HOOKER  BROTHERS 


HOLBROOK,  MASS. 


Boyle's 


Porter's 


Compliments  of 


Brockton  Gas  Light 
Company 


MAIN  STREET 


BROCKTON 


Compliments  of 


NED,  The  Barber 


Raincoats  and  Sport  Coats 

Made  to  Order  at  Factory  Prices 

Reginald  M.  Pulson 

205  Liberty  Street  P.O.  Box  607  Randolph 

DROP  A  CARD  TO  SEE  SAMPLES 


Compliments  of 

M.  E.  Cain=Hannigan 

Hosiery,  Millinery  and 

Henry  Harmon 

Underwear 

192  Main  St.            Brockton 

Merrill :     I  was  hit  with  a  baseball  bat  when  very  young. 
Shea :     And  you've  been  off  your  base  ever  since. 

COMPLIMENTS  OF 

MISS  BLANCHE  DEAN 

HAIRDRESSER 

81  NORTH  STREET  RANDOLPH,  MASS. 

Telephone  Randolph  549-W 


ATHERTON  MOTOR  COMPANY 

OAKLAND  and  PONTIAC— SALES  and  SERVICE 

Repairing,  Washing,  Storage  and  Supplies 

Randolph  0260 
146  SOUTH  MAIN  STREET  RANDOLPH,  MASS. 


Telephone  Randolph  0163;  Residence  0221-M 

DRINKWATER  &  CO. 

FLORISTS 

Designing  and  Potted  Plants  a  Specialty 

Flowers  for  All  Kinds  of  Occasions 

Delivered  Anywhere 

431  WEST  STREET  RANDOLPH 

START  EARLY- Make  This  Your  Bank 

DEPOSITS  AS  LOW  AS  $1,00  PER  MONTH 
SHARES  ALWAYS  ON  SALE 

RANDOLPH  CO-OPERATIVE  BANK 


Connie:   Hamlet  lead  a  dog's  life! 

Marge:    Well,  he  was  a  great  Dane,  wasn't  he? 


COMPLIMENTS  OF 

LONG  &  JOHNSON  COMPANY 

BROCKTON,  MASSACHUSETTS 


.  F.  DUGGAN 

HIGH   GRADE   RAW   MILK 

Telephone  Randolph  0657  HOLBROOK,  MASS. 


K.  Skrepnek 

E.   C.   YOUNG  CO, 

Groceries  Delivered 
Lunches 

GARAGES 

Portable    Buildings 

1158  North  Main  Street 
NO.  RANDOLPH 

Poultry  Houses 

Warren  St.,            Randolph,   Maass. 

If    you    have    anything    that 

GEORGE  HARRIS 

needs  sharpening 

CALL    AT 

ICE 

JOHN  LARSEN 

241    South   Street 

17   Union   Street 

Randolph                                          Mass. 

Randolph                                        Mass. 

Tel.   Randolph  443-M 

Bradley:    I  won  the  prize  for  the  homeliest  boy  at  the  dance 
given  by  the  Oracle  Staff. 

Loughlin:   Well,  why  did  you  go? 
Bradley:    Oh!  I  thought  you  were  there. 

Compliments  of 

James  J.  Kelleher 

FRANK  WALSH 

Eye  Refractionist 

63    Main   Street,   Brockton 

233   North  Main  Street,    Randolph 

RAYMOND  C.  LAKE 

Compliments  of 

OPTOMETRIST 

Formerly  with  Andrew  J.  Lloyd  8C  Co. 

Al's  Lunch 

218  Main  Street,  Cor.  Crescent  St. 

North  Randolph 

Brockton,  Mass. 

Our  Students  Succeed 


Because 

They 

Are 


Prepared 


to  do  things  that  really  count 
for  success. 

Thev  learn  Shorthand,  Type- 
writing and  Accounting  and 
become  experienced  experts 
and  are  well  prepared  for  the 
best  positions  in  the  business 
offices.  Send  for  particulars. 
Positions  for  Graduates. 

Brockton   Business  College 

C.  W.  JONES,  President 


Compliments  of 


LOUISE  C.  LYONS 


HAIR  DRESSING 


17  Wales  Avenue 


Randolph 


Tel.  Brockton  2165     E.  Main  St 

Avon  Greenhouses 

Cut  Flowers  and  Plants 
Floral  Designs 

Alfred  J.  LeCoq,  Prop. 
AVON,  MASS. 


Merrill:    I  was  hit  with  a  baseball  bat  when  very  young. 
Shea :     And  you've  been  off  your  base  ever  since. 


COMPLIMENTS  OF 

.  LEVANGIE 

ERIES  and  PROVISIONS 

581   MAIN  STREET 


RANDOLPH 


MASS. 


Cigars 
Cigareltes 


Toys 
Games 


Poole  Brothers 
Variety  Store 


NO.  RANDOLPH 


Soda,  Candy 
Ice  Cream 


Papers 
Magazines 


Compliments  of 


RIALTO  STUDIO 

MAIN  STREET 
BROCKTON 


GOOD  SERVICE  MOTOR  SALES 


Authorized 


Dealers 


'°rOR  C^ 


Walter  J.  r>        J     o  TL  . 

David  J.  LlOOd     OerVlCe         Thomas  J. 

536  So.  Main  St.,  Randolph 


Tel.  0189 


Miss  Kathryn  Goeres 

TEACHER  OF 

Violin  and  Ensemble 


Studios  Boston,  Quincy,  Brockton 
and  Randolph 

371    North   Main   Street 
Telephone  Randolph  0202-M 


Compliments  of 


Atlas 


Portable  Building  Co. 


Randolph 


Miss  Humphrey :   What  can  you  tell  me  about  nitrate  ? 
Hoeg:  Well!    There  much  cheaper  than  day  rates. 


COMPLIMENTS  OF 


WESTON'S  SPORTING  GOODS  SHOP 


TEAM  OUTFITTERS 


MAIN  STREET 


BROCKTON,  MASS. 


JOYCE  BROS.  &  CO.,  Inc. 


COMPLETE   OUTFITTERS 

247  MAIN  STREET  BROCKTON,  MASS. 

Leo  G.  Devlin,  Manager 


Grasse's 

SEMENSFS 

Candy  Shoppe 

CHARCOAL 

and  Tea  Room 

COAL  and  COKE 

Parties   by  appointment 

Tel.  Residence  0462-W      Business  627- J 

Ran.  0372-M 

RANDOLPH 

Compliments  of 

Edward  F.  Fahey 

WHITE  &  HILL 

DRY  GOODS 

Insurance 

Opposite  Post  Oflice 

52  SILVER  STREET 
RANDOLPH 

Randolph                                       Mass 

Judge :  Speeding  eh  ?    How  many  times  have  you  been  before  ? 
R.  Elliott:    Never  your  Honor.     I've  tried  to  pass  you  on  the 
road  once  or  twice  but  my  bus  won't  go  over  fifty-five. 


Mrs.  Nairn 

Home  Made  Doughnuts 
Randolph  0178 


Compliments  of 

North  Main  St.  Garage 

Automobile  Repair  Work 

HOOD'S   TIRES 
and.  Tubes 

659  MAIN  STREET 


Compliments  of 


COHEN  BROS. 


RANDOLPH 


Compliments  of 


C.  H.  SAUNDERS 


Meats   and   Provisions 


Where   Economy   Rules 


Tel.    Randolph   0563-M 


R.  E.  NILSSON 


Milk  — -  Cream 


Avon 


Massachusetts 


Carl's  Colonial  Filling 
Station 

BATTERIES  CHARGED 
Tires,  Tubes  and  Accessories 


Compliments  of 

Avon  Coal  &  Grain  Co. 

Tel.  Brockton  3990 
AVON  MASS. 


AVON  -  RANDOLPH   LINE 
Tel.  Brockton  8453 


Compliments  of 


O.  B.  CRANE  CO. 


AVON,  MASS. 


Roy  Jones :   No  kidding,  what  would  you  do  if  you  could  dance 
like  me? 

Rose  Doyle :   I'd  take  lessons ! 


Randolph  Gift  Shoppe 

Needlework  of  all  Kinds 

Pictures,    Photos,    Greeting    Cards, 

Toys,  Lamps  and  Shades 

Framing  Done. 

Main  St.  RANDOLPH 


We  are  daily  receiving 
Spring  Woolens 
Look  them  over  ! 

We  Steam  Clean,  Silk  or  Wool 
Dresses,  Suits  or  Coat  for  $1,50 

Call  Ran.  552 

BOSSI,  The  Tailor 


Compliments  of 


Haynes  Market 


North  Randolph, 


Mass. 


Compliments  of 

M.  E.  LEAHY 

WARREN  STREET 

RANDOLPH,        MASS. 


COMPLIMENTS  OF 

WILLIAM  F.  MAGUIRE,  D.  M.  D. 

MASONIC   BLOCK 

Closed  Wednesday  afternoons.     Open  evenings.     Sundays  by  appointment. 

Telephone  Randolph  547 

THE  SCHOOL  GIRL  COMES  TO  EDGAR'S 
TO  DO  HER  SHOPPING 

The  modern  school  girl  is  alert  to  changing 
fashion.  And  so  she  comes  to  Edgar's  to 
find  fashions  that  proclaim  youth  at  prices 
that  leave  something  on  her  clothes  allowance. 

James  Edgar  Company 

Brockton,  Mass. 


Mr.  Murphy:   Which  is  farther  the  moon  or  England? 

A.  Nelson:  England. 

Mr.  Murphy  looking  dissatisfied  because  of  Nelson's  reply  asked 
him  why. 

Nelson  with  a  sharp  quick  answer  said:  "Because  you  can 
see  the  moon. 


H.  A.  POOLE  FILLING  STATION 

GUARANTEED  BATTERIES 
Good  Gulf  Products 

Telephone  Randolph  0079-W 
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■ucr 


.  _.  wLAPP  ii  SOI: 

PAPER  BOX  MAKERS  AND  PRINTERS 


m, 


FACTORIES: 


31  West  St. 
RANDOLPH 


Camden  St. 
BROCKTON 


I; 


Richards  &  Brennan  Co. 


The   Brennan  Shoe 


